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At  eventide  the  fishers  boat, 
And  various  craft  in  harbor  float; 
The  street  is  flung  in  colored  light 
And  music  gives  a  charm  to  night. 
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PORT  OF  DOVER 

Here  a  dear,  quiet  little  town 

Near  lakes  and  streams  and  summit  crown, 

That  nature  has  endowed  with  ways, 

To  give  us  pleasure  summer  days. 

Ceaseless  with  murmurs  day  and  night. 

The  water's  rhapsodies  delight 

The  happy  carefree  ones  who  throng 

To  play,  where  surf-smooths  sand  bars  long. 

When  day  is  breaking  fishers  take 

Fish  from  the  bosom  of  the  lake ; 

When  boats  are  moored,  their  nets  are  wound 

To  dry  on  quaint  spools  near  the  sound. 

At  eventide  the  fisher's  boat. 
And  various  crafts  in  harbor  float ; 
The  street  is  flung  in  colored  light 
And  music  gives  a  charm  to  night. 

Here  to  enchant  us  east  in  town, 
On  corrugated  cliffs  of  brown. 
The  moonlit  pathways  of  the  lake 
In  silver  and  in  shadow's  shake. 
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SILVER  LAKE 

The  oars  of  our  canoe  scarce  make 
A  ripple  here  on  Silver  Lake ; 
The  high  banks'  coniferous  screen 
Etch  skies  of  grey  in  blue  and  green. 

There  runs — at  each  extremity, 
A  mill  race  of  sublimity; 
The  west  runs  tumbling  baby  feet, 
Sheer  chatterbox  with  gurgle  sweet. 

East   waters   dance   with   sprightly   grace 
Upon  the  old  grey  boulder's  face, 
Then  waltz  around  as  in  a  dream,. 
To  glide  into  another  stream. 

In  days  of  ancient  history  lore 
Two  Jesuit  priests  came  to  explore. 
They  found  a  fruitful  land,  and  blessed 
Fine  wines  from  grape  and  berry  pressed. 

And  when  they  sang  their  matin  hymn, 
Echoed  in  virgin  forests  dim, 
On  their  first  camp  ground  here  they  lay 
Some  stones  where  Black  Creek's  waters  play. 
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BORDER  WAR 

Our  hero   Brock   sailed  here  and  was   an  honored 
guest  at  feast 

In  the  old  fort  that  still  stands  with  two  loop-holes 
in  the  east. 

Strange  ships  came  in  our  harbor  and  were  driven 
from  the  shore 

And    anxious    settlers    heard    the    horrors    of    the 
border  war. 

Our    park    here,    where    there's    music   and    where 
children  come  to  play, 

Was  their  camp  ground  then,  where  a  regiment  of 
soldiers  lay. 

Their  block  house  of  ammunition  and  fort  was  on 
Main  Street, 

So  our  first  highway  hardened  with  the  marching 
soldiers'  feet. 

Westward  a  pretty  hamlet  rested  in  Lynn  Valley's 
_  glade, 

Where  rustic  homes  with  wide  hearth-stones  were 
in  arboreal  shade. 

Three    Dover    mills    were    blessings.      Peace    had 
reigned  for  some  time  here, 

But  their  able  men  served  elsewhere  on  Canada's 
frontier. 

Then  the  cruel  news  came  to  them  of  alien  troops 
on  land 
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Marching,  marching  to  their  village  with  some  one 
in  command. 

Soon  there  was  wreck  and  pillage  and  the  people 
so  bereft 

Saw  their  homes  burn  here  until  only  one  for  all 
was  left. 

A  few  men  watched  the  treasured  mills  all  going 
up  in  flame, 

*And  the  commander's  country  found  him  guilty  of 
some  blame. 

The  destitute  people  gathered  in  one  house  of  de- 
spair. 

Their  one  mill  rebuilt  on  River  Lynn  is  still  stand- 
ing there. 

♦The  commander  was  brought  before  the  war  board  at  Buffalo. 


PEACE 

Since  we  as  nations  bravely  fought 
Into  each  country's  mind  is  wrought 
More  love  for  all  humanity. 
More  dread  of  war's  insanity. 

When  l)order  settlements  were  signed 
Our  minds  to  peace  became  inclined. 
In  border  waters  oar  touched  oar. 
War.  then,  was  something  to  deplore. 
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All  III  High  two  cUfTerent   nntions,  we 
Arc  one  in  |)eaccful  unity. 
Here  in  (jofl's  goorlncss  wc  ahifle, 
riotcclivc  oceans  on  each  si'le. 

Mere  lan'l  tu  I.ind  ;iii'l  slioie  to  shore, 
Wc  <I\v(li  now  ill  a  peace  secure. 
<  >\\,  (i<»(l,  <mr  giii'laiicc.  hear  onr  picas, 
J 'or  |M  ace  to  reif:(n  o'er  lands  and  seas. 


THE  SAIL 


With  (juick  siiiofith  ease  of  arrow's  llight. 
r'lifT  martins  darl   from  tlicir  home  sight. 
'riicir  taiil  wiiij^s  hrave  the  foam  and  mist 
To  have  tlicir  white  breasts  breaker  kissed. 
The  white  gulls  slowly  wheel  and  swirl 
To  dive  in  where  blue  waves  unfurl. 
A  "l)(in(T;iiil "  sail  responds  to  breeze 
'iV)  take  us  f)Ut  on  deeper  seas. 
If:  is  with  .1  d<lij^dit  we  feel 
The  spray  of  spume  from  off  the  keel, 
Anfl  with  each  lingering  breath  intake 
I'.olli  Ik.iIiIi  ;iiid  beauty  from  the  lake. 
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There  is  no  sound  of  engine  whirr, 
We  sail  along  as  breezes  stir. 
With  gracefulness  and  ease  she  rides 
Here  as  the  blue  swells  fall  and  rise. 
Here  land  scarce  delved  by  human  hand 
Reaches  far  out  in  Long  Point  land. 
The  wild  ducks  disappear  in  sky. 
While  awkward  heron  rise  to  fly. 
Here  turtles  lay  eggs  in  hot  sands. 
By  sedgy  marsh  and  waterlands 
The  wild  fowl  have  abundant  feed 
While  quiet  nests  fulfil  their  need. 
Here  wild  geese  in  their  northern  flight 
Call  grateful  mates  in  morning  light. 
And  game  fish  tug  line  off  our  reel 
To  give  that  joy  our  fingers  feel. 
Various  life  with  fin  and  feather 
Dwell  in  Nature's  home  together. 
The  day  near  spent  has  not  been  long 
To  spend  in  laughter  and  in  song. 
We  come  about  and  tack  for  shore, 
Taut  sails  will  take  us  near  .  ,  our  door. 
So  softly  waters  fall  and  rise, 
So  softly  twilight  dims  the  skies, 
The  splendor  of  the  sunset's  gold 
Falls  over  Long  Point  fold  on  fold. 
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THE  MOTOR  RIDE 

We  take  the  shore  road  east  of  town, 
The  dirt  road  ambling  up  and  down, 
Vista  of  lake  and  landscape  scene 
Flits  by  as  on  a  silver  screen. 

Finches  like  yellow  daffodils 
On  thistles  cling  to  fill  their  bills, 
The  heavenly  little  harps  of  song- 
Fly  singing  as  they  swing  along. 

Orioles  fly  from  far  Brazil 

To  spend  brief  summers  on  a  hill, 

To  pipe  from  their  etherial  throats 

Their  love  songs  in  low  flute-tone  notes. 

The  coolness  of  a  lake-clean  breeze 
Comes  here  to  us  beneath  the  trees. 
The  solitude  of  Nature  charms. 
There's  peacefulness  within  her  arms. 
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THE  BEACH 

There's  joy  and  laughter  on  the  lake. 
On  beaches  where  the  waters  break. 
It's  lots  of  fun  to  run  and  dash 
In  breakers  where  the  waters  splash. 
Or  go  in  deeper  and  swim  in 
Smooth  lapping  waters  to  our  chin. 

Here  children's  castles  on  the  sands 
Are  made  from  dreams  of  happy  lands. 
Where  elf  and  fairy,  gnome  and  sprite 
Are  dancing  fanciful  and  light. 
And  as  they  play  about  in  clans. 
Tanned  dark  as  little  Africans, 
They  laugh  at  thoughts  of  fantasy. 
Their  laughter  is  our  ecstasy. 


GOOD  BYE 


We  wandered  here  on  old  highways. 
Near  lazy  creeks  on  old  by-ways. 
Sailed  the  waterways  all  over. 
Oh,  what  joy  to  be  a  rover. 

Good  bye  dear  quiet  little  town 

Near  lakes  and  streams  and  summit  crown. 

Good  bye  to  happy  summer  days 

Here  near  the  golden,  sand-strewn  bays. 
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